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seven or eight days, she felt some unnamabk
fear within, but she could not say anything to
him. Custom prevented her walking up to her
husband and talking to him. So she suffered her
fear and submitted to circumstance; and when
he went with the Swami, she returned to the
village with the rest of the household.
Seeni did not return. Eight days passed;
one month passed; four months passed; there
was no news. Yet, no one in the house felt very
anxious. The parents would say to each other
that the boy would have just wasted his time if
he had been in the village, but now he was with
the Swami, and that, after all, was a good thing,
Savitramma heard these words. But they gave
her no comfort. If she had been a man, she said
to herself once or twice, she could have gone
after Seeni and brought him. But she was not
and this was not a thing she could do. The only
thing she could do was to pray to the Goddess of
all good. So, day after day, she sat before the
image of the Goddess, worshipping and praying,
hoping for her husband's return.
When-a year passed and Seeni did not return,
the household began to feel anxious. The eldest
brother made enquiries and learnt that the Swami
had finished his peregrinations and returned to his